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told us you'd lost your faith, but I hadn't the courage to
say anything then. It came as such an awful shock.

JOHN: But you never made the least sign.

SYLVIA: I hadn't time to think it out, but I've been thinking
hard ever since, day and night, and I've listened very
carefully to what you've said to-day. I can't keep up the
pretence any more. I've quite made up my mind. I
won't marry you.

JOHN: But in God's name, why?

SYLVIA: You are not the John I loved and promised myself
to. It's a different man that has come back from abroad.
I have nothing in common with that man.

JOHN: Sylvia, you don't mean to say that you don't care for
me any more because on certain matters I don't hold the
same views as you?

SYLVIA: But those matters are the most important in the
world. You talk as though it were a difference of
opinion over the colour of our drawing-room curtains.
You don't even understand me any more.

JOHN: How can I understand something that seems
absolutely unreasonable to me?

SYLVIA: Do you think religion is something I take up with
rny Prayer-book when I go to church, and put away on a
shelf when I get home again? John, God is a living
presence that is always with me. I never at any moment
lose the consciousness of that divine love which with
infinite mercy tends and protects me.

JOHN: But, dear heart, you know me well enough. You
know I would never hinder you in the exercise of your
religion. I would always treat it with the utmost
respect.

SYLVIA: How could we possibly be happy when all that to
me is the reason and the beauty of life, to you is nothing
but a lie?

JOHN: With tolerance on both sides, and, I hope, respect,